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When I was a kid, growing up in a small Northern California town, Ferndale, my parents were kind of on the hippie fringe, especially when it came to food … tofu, quinoa, and a bunch of other stuff that doesn’t exactly excite a kid. And I wanted to eat … chicken parm, ribeye steaks, salami, etc. As they often do, my parents gave it to me straight: “Guy, if you want to eat it, you can make it yourself.” So, at about ten years old, I hit the local butcher shop, bought a couple of steaks and cooked ’em up. My dad cut into it, took a bite and kind of gave me this look. “Oh boy, am I gonna get it now!” I thought, but he turned to me and said, “Guy, this might just be the best steak I’ve ever had.” And that was it. I knew what I wanted to do. Cooking those steaks for my family was the beginning of my own personal Food Revolution and I never looked back.

All that I ever wanted to be was a good dad, a chef, and own my own restaurant. And by the time I was twenty-five, I was on the road to both. Hunter was just born and two months later, we opened my first restaurant, Johnny Garlic’s California Pasta Grill. The confluence of food and fatherhood was so obvious to me at that point that I knew I was on the right path. Teaching people about good food and providing them a satisfying and enjoyable experience was my MO both at work and at home. My message was becoming more and more clear. My Food Revolution.

By the time I won The Next Food Network Star in 2005, I was already pretty much set and happy in my life: TV was the last thing I thought I’d be doing … let alone food TV. But my buddies told me I’d be good so I gave it a shot and the rest is history. Celebrity chef, culinary rockstar, TV host, New York Times bestselling author, whatever people try to label me, my message remains the same. My personal goals and my Food Revolution are still consistent and I just look at it like I’ve got a bigger platform to spread the message.

Mentors like my buddy Emeril made a big impact on me in my first TV years and gave me the confidence to push forward with my message, even when people wanted to hear other things from me. People always want me to talk about whatever giant sandwich I ate on the road with Diners, Drive-ins, and Dives. But what I want to tell them about is how important it is to get off the couch and into the kitchen with their kids to teach them the all-important life skill of cooking. I want them to know how to avoid childhood obesity by teaching their kids the basics of nutrition and cooking whole foods as opposed to processed foods. I want them to know that spending time in the kitchen with their kids will give the next generation more confidence and a more positive affirmation than they can imagine. I want people to see the connection between moderation, exercise, and careful attention to what we put in our bodies. That’s the real Guy Fieri. That’s my Food Revolution.

When I first met my paisan Nadia G and watched her show, Bitchin’ Kitchen, I saw a kindred spirit. She’s totally out of bounds and follows her own rules. I read her first book cover to cover and couldn’t believe what she was pullin’ off! And I knew she was really onto something when even my dad came to me and told me he’d read the whole book … I didn’t think that it would be up his alley at all. But, you never know what audience you can reach when you are pushing the envelope. Nadia didn’t have a TV platform so she invented her own medium online. My way of speaking to people has always been through my restaurants, my food, and now my shows. Nadia’s is through her passionate online community and now, TV. We reach people in different ways but I see the focus and drive she has to communicate with her people. Cookin’ for Trouble is passionate and hilarious but most important, it’s full of great recipes from growing up in her Italian family.

Nadia can cook and Nadia can tell a story and when it comes to communicating with people, that’s what you need. Nadia’s got her own revolution going on and I dig that. She’s got a lot to say and she won’t stop until you hear it. The message is in her kitchen that’s Bitchin’ and she’s Cookin’ for Trouble. — Guy (Guido)
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Some of the best meals I’ve ever eaten weren’t concocted in 5-star restaurants. In fact, they were created by people who’ve never even heard of a Michelin star. These cooks didn’t graduate from Le Cordon Bleu, the Culinary Institute of America, or the Academy of *Stu Cazze. The best meals I’ve ever eaten were made by humble folks who’d probably clothesline whoever invented the decorative rosemary sprig. I’m talking about Mom, *Nonna, *Zia, Cugi…

It’s from that long line of bad-ass, home-schooled, fierce-female cooks that I learned to dish it out. And I ain’t just talkin’ food. See, in my family, the kitchen was where it all went down. It’s where we laughed, confessed, brawled, celebrated, and mourned. We practically lived in the kitchen, and that’s definitely where we came alive. Food just set the stage … until it was time to eat, then “Shaddup and pass da Parmigiano,” but you get the picture.

And that’s how we roll on Bitchin’ Kitchen. We’re loud, we’re messy, and we’ve got a meal for every occasion. From “Breakup Brunches” to “Dysfunctional Family Pizza Night,” we’re not afraid to lay it all on the table, laugh in the face of whatever life serves up, and stuff our gullets while we’re at it. As fresh as this concept may seem, it’s actually pretty old school. And I guess that’s why we have the most Bitchin’ community in the lifestyle space. Because ultimately, we’re like family (or the family you never wished you had) — breaking bread, breaking balls, and breaking all the rules.

People always ask me where I got the idea for a “crazy comedy-cooking show.” Easy: I grew up in a crazy comedy-cooking show. What I wonder is where people got the idea that the kitchen was some kinda sterile space with about as much personality as a stainless countertop? *Boh. I don’t know about you, but the kitchens I grew up in were beautifully chaotic, and that’s exactly how I like it.

So it’s time to take back the kitchen, Ladies and Ginos. Get your hands dirty. Make a mess. Trade that cardigan for some stilettos, and have some freakin’ fun! Because if you ain’t having fun, you ain’t gonna cook. And if you ain’t cookin’, a lot more than your stomach can go hungry. As the old Italian saying goes: “The family that eats together, digests together.” What? I told you the saying was old, not deep.
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THE SPICE AGENT

Meet Yeres … Yirisk … ah f@ck it … The Spice Agent is Bitchin’ Kitchen’s dark and mildy mysterious spice specialist. He hails from Raanana, where the world’s best spices are grown. To get there: exit Ben Gurion, pass Kfar Saba, turn right, turn left, you can’t miss it.
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PANOS THE FISH ’N’ MEAT GUY

Panos is our Greek fishmonger and butcher. His family has been in the meat business for generations: His father was a meat guy, his grandmother was a meat guy, even his great grandfather was … oh never mind, he was just an asshole. The point is, when it comes to expertly knowing critters (and how to get that “wet look” with hair gel), Panos is the master of disaster, *bro.
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HANS THE SCANTILY CLAD FOOD CORRESPONDENT

Hans may be greased up and chiseled, but don’t let his magical sheen fool you into thinking he’s mere eye candy. Not only is Hans our resident nutritionist, but he’s also the respected inventor of a patented workout system that targets three major muscle groups through five sets of fifteen reps. He calls it: “Three Major Muscle Groups Targeted by Five Sets of Fifteen Reps.” Yea.


[image: ]

FEARLESSNESS Every time I get a new knife or grater or use any sharp metal kitchen contraption for the first time, I get cut. So will you. Be prepared to get spritzed with hot oil, scalded with boiling water, suffer second-degree burns from cast-iron pans … but don’t fret, pretty soon you won’t feel it anymore and your tough hands will become a badge of honor … or a gnarled mess, whatever.

PATIENCE Take the time to julienne the peppers, cube the potatoes, mince the garlic, make a freakin’ basil chiffonade. Straight guys are especially bad at this, “A potato is a potato, just rub it on your T-shirt, peel off a few strands of skin and slap it in the pan, right?” Wrong. All these little prep steps are super important: not only do they affect cook-time, but ingredients are passive-aggressive: If you don’t pay attention to them, they’ll get you back when dinner is served. Hisss.

CREATIVITY In the culinary world nothing is written in stone. If a recipe calls for a big pinch of sugar, you may like two or none at all. So always taste as you go, involve yourself with the different layers of flavor, make adjustments, make it yours. Unless you have really bad taste — then just follow the directions.

RESPECT To make a good meal, you need good ingredients. I buy all organic, but there are a few ingredients that REALLY should be organic: meat and dairy. I know, organic meat is expensive, but it’s supposed to be. It’s easy to forget, but that juicy steak used to be a live animal that needed food, shelter, and water itself — for years — before blossoming into dinner. In life, there’s no such thing as a free lunch. If you’re buying cheap meat, you’re getting a lot more than you bargained for: antibiotics, growth hormones, a daughter getting her period before the age of ten thanks to all of the above … Same goes with dairy. Anyways, we all know that cutting down on meat and dairy is healthy. So long story longer: buy better meat, and eat less of it. I’d rather own two pairs of D&G heels than twenty pairs of pleather monstrocities.

LOVE Cheesy as it may sound, it’s true. The more you watch a sauce, fuss, and carefully stir, the better it tastes. (Psst. If anyone asks, I didn’t tell you this.)
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Many have wondered where my accent comes from: New Jersey? Brooklyn? Russia, perhaps? While some asked questions, others sent hate mail. They couldn’t place my accent, and that made them mad. These flustered knights of knowledge demanded “the truth” and would not rest until my accent was “debunked”… or their meds kicked in. So here’s the 411:

My parents emigrated from Italy to Montreal, Quebec, in the 1950s. My father came from Guglionesi, Campobasso, where they speak a dialect of ‘Mulise.’ My mom hails from Torrice, a small town in Frosinone, where they speak their own dialect of “Ciociaro.”

Fast forward a coupla decades, and I was born in Montreal, Quebec, a French-Canadian city. But make no mistake, the French spoken in Montreal is a far cry from the guttural French you’ll hear in France. “Quebecois” is to European French what the Southern Drawl is to British English. Onwards.

When I was little, I was raised speaking Italian. I then went to English school, but took quite a few bilingual courses (that’s how we roll in Mtl). And to this day, I speak three languages: English, French, and Italian. I also pretend to speak Spanish, when in fact I’m speaking Italian.

Now, here’s the kicker: I grew up in St. Leonard, an Italian neighborhood where folks don’t just have a peculiar Italian-Montreal accent, they created a whole freakin’ language, *bro! A dialect which is colorful and cringe-worthy. St. Leonard is a town where backyards aren’t gardens, they’re tomato factories. It’s a town where Civics are the vehicle of choice, and “Rhythm Is a Dancer” blasts through the souped-up speakers (…which are worth more than the car). It’s a town where people named Joe, Mary, Tina, and Gino eat cutlet “sangwiches” and live with their parents until they’re 40. Where the boys are clean shaven, and in certain cases I wish we could say the same for the girls.

Anyways, the point is, when I speak you’ll hear glimmers of these influences: French, Italian, “St. Leonard-ese,” depending on how flustered I am. And sometimes, if you listen really closely, you can also hear dolphins cry. It’s a beautiful thing.
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Whenever you come across “St. Leonardese” in this book, you can turn to the Italian slang dictionary, *capisce?





[image: ]




[image: ]
(dysfunctional) family pizza night

I have such fond memories of pizza night. The family sitting around the table. Dad pitching salami at me: “Catch it in your mouth Nadia! COME ON! WHADDYA GOOD FOR?!” Mom screeching: “Stop it, Joe! She’s not a cat!” Bah. Whether you’re throwing things at each other or yelling in the name of conversation, pizza night is a sacred tradition that’s guaranteed to bring your family and thighs closer together.

Now, when most people think of authentic Italian pizza, they usually envision thin-crust, wood-fired pies. But my family never made it this way. Why? Well, the lack of a wood-burning oven is one reason. But the way we *shkoff, those wimpy pizzas are an appetizer at best. So my family started making big pizzas, rustic pan pizzas, and the time’s come for me to pass down the Giosia secret recipe.

But when it comes to family, a lot more than recipes get passed down, and it ain’t always tasty. Like annoying habits. Take my mom, for example. She always manages to see the negative side of things. This lady doesn’t plan for retirement, she plans for losing her job due to a crippling illness caused by a third World War, and “Oh no what’s Nadia gonna eat?!” And guess what? As I got older, I started doing the same freakin’ thing, always seeing the bad side. But with therapy, I’ve managed to nip it right in the bud. Now anytime I see the glass half empty, I immediately fill it with chardonnay. Cheers. Let’s get cooking.
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Let your kids choosea their own toppings. So what if you’re not a fan of chocolate and salami? It’s all about empowering your *shquiblets. See, if you always micro-manage your kids’ lives, you end up breeding out the traits you admire most in adults: independence, confidence, creativity … So let go, start small, and give them the power to choose their own ingredients. (Except peas. Cam’an, you can’t put peas on a pizza. Pfft.)
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zia mimi’s pizza dough

This recipe makes a focaccia-like dough. But there are *all kinds of different pizza doughs out there. For example in Napoli, they have one style that’s soft and loose like naan bread. This way they can fold the pizza into quarters and *shkoff it a libretto, which means “book-style pizza.” I guess these Italians thought a folded pizza resembled a book, and hence the downfall of the Italian economy.

servings: dough for 1 large pizza | easy



GROCERY LIST

• 1 tsp active dry yeast

• 11/4 cups warm water

• 3 tbsp extra-virgin olive oil

• 1 tsp raw sugar

• 1 tsp sea salt

• 1 cup all-purpose flour, plus extra for kneading

• 1 cup whole-wheat flour



GEAR

• medium mixing bowl

• large mixing bowl

• large ceramic bowl





SHKIAFFING IT TOGETHER

Mix the yeast with the warm water in a medium-sized bowl and let it sit for 5 minutes. Then add 2 tablespoons of extra-virgin olive oil, raw sugar, and sea salt. Whisk and set aside. In a large bowl, sift together the all-purpose and whole-wheat flour. Make a well in the center of the flour, and pour in the yeast mixture. Using your hands, mix in the flour until all the liquid is absorbed. Now sprinkle a clean surface with flour and knead the dough until it’s smooth. If the dough is too sticky, add some more flour as needed. Once it’s smooth, shape the dough into a ball.

Coat a large ceramic bowl with a tablespoon of extra-virgin olive oil. Place the dough in the ceramic bowl, and flip it over a few times to lightly coat the dough with oil. Loosely cover the top of the dough with plastic wrap, and completely cover the top of the ceramic bowl with a dish towel. Let it rise for 2 hours, until the dough has doubled in size. Then punch down the dough, and let it rise for another hour.
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“Did you know that there are more than 1,500 species of yeast, which is only 1% of all yeasty species thought to exist?! This is one of those ‘funny facts’ to tell your children on family pizza night. Another ‘funny fact’ is that yeast and parents have one major thing in common — they both reproduce asexually.”
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pizza con le patate

I first tasted this potato pizza at my aunt Carmela’s house. There were a buncha “firsts” at Zia Carmela’s house — like tasting a habañero (at the age of four). Or watching a pig being gutted in a family vacation video. The potato pizza compensated, though … I think.

servings: 6 to 8 | easy



GROCERY LIST

• 2 tbsp leaf lard

• 1 batch pizza dough

• 3 to 4 tbsp extra-virgin olive oil

• 3 russet potatoes

• 1 Vidalia onion

• 2 fresh rosemary sprigs

• 1 tsp sea salt

• freshly cracked black pepper, to taste



GEAR

• 13″ × 18″ pizza pan

• mandoline





THE CRUST

Preheat the oven to 475°F, and place the oven rack at the bottom. Grease a pizza pan generously with the leaf lard. Work the dough to fit the pan. Brush the top of the dough with 1 tablespoon of extra-virgin olive oil. Place the pizza crust in the oven, and cook for 5 minutes to pre-crisp.

THE TOPPINGS

Using a mandoline, slice the potatoes and onion paper-thin. Remove the leaves from the rosemary sprigs and set them aside, discarding the stalks.

SHKIAFFING IT TOGETHER

Take the pizza crust out of the oven, and add 2 layers of potatoes in a scalloped pattern. On top of the potatoes add a layer of onion, and sprinkle with the rosemary leaves. Drizzle with the remaining olive oil, and sprinkle with the sea salt and the freshly cracked black pepper. Cook for 8 more minutes or until the potatoes have golden, crispy edges.
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all-dressed g-style pizza

This all-dressed pizza rocks: salty salame di Genoa, tangy kalamata olives, a sweet n’ spicy tomato sauce, and just enough fresh baby spinach to make you feel like you’re eating healthy :P.

servings: 6 to 8 | easy



GROCERY LIST

• 1½ cups canned San Marzano plum tomatoes

• 3 tbsp extra-virgin olive oil

• 2 garlic cloves, minced

• 4 fresh basil leaves, torn

• ¼ cup flat-leaf parsley, minced

• ½ tsp dried basil

• ½ tsp dried Greek oregano

• ¼ tsp hot chile flakes

• 1 tbsp finely grated Parmigiano

• ¼ tsp sea salt

• freshly cracked black pepper, to taste

• 2 tbsp leaf lard

• 1 batch pizza dough

• 1 lb fresh buffalo mozzarella, sliced into ¼″-thick rounds

• ½ cup grated pecorino cheese

• ¼ lb salame di genoa, cut into strips

• ½ cup marinated kalamata olives, pitted and halved

• ½ cup julienned fresh baby spinach



GEAR

• large mixing bowl

• 13″ × 18″ pizza pan (round pan is optional)





TOMATO SAUCE

In a large bowl, hand-crushed tomatoes. Add the olive oil, garlic, fresh basil, parsley, dried basil, dried oregano, chile flakes, Parmigiano, sea salt, and lots of cracked black pepper. Mix. Cover and let it sit in the fridge for 3 hours, or overnight.

SHKIAFFING IT TOGETHER

Preheat the oven to 475°F, placing the oven rack at the bottom. Grease the pizza pan with the leaf lard and work the dough to fit the pan. Spread ¼ cup of the sauce over the dough. Place the pizza crust in the oven, and cook for 5 minutes to pre-crisp.

After 5 minutes, take the pizza out and add another ¼ cup of sauce. Place the pizza crust back into the oven and cook for another 5 minutes. (We want the crust to develop some backbone, so it can handle all the toppings.)

Take the pizza out again, and add your toppings: 1 layer of mozzarella rounds, sprinkle with the pecorino, and add the salame strips and kalamata olives. Put the pizza back in the oven and cook for a final 5 minutes.

Imediately remove it from the pan, and sprinkle with the julienned baby spinach.
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puttanesca panzarottis

You know what’s even better than homemade pizza? Deep-fried homemade pizza.

servings: 10 to 12 panzarottis | easy



GROCERY LIST

    • 1 batch tomato sauce

• all-purpose flour, for dusting

• 1 batch pizza dough

• 3/4 cup diced mozzarella

• 2 tbsp capers

• 10 canned anchovies, drained and chopped

• 1/3 cup grated Romano cheese

• vegetable oil, for deep-frying



GEAR

• fine wire-mesh sieve

• rolling pin

• 5″ round cookie cutter

• heavy pot (for deep-frying)

• deep-frying thermometer





PIZZA SAUCE

Use a fine wire-mesh sieve to drain all the liquid from the tomato sauce. Roughly chop the drained tomato chunks into little pieces, and set aside.

DOUGH

Dust a clean surface with flour. Roll out the dough 1/8 inch thick. If the dough is too sticky, dust with more flour. Once the dough is rolled out, use the cookie cutter to cut out 10 to 12 circles of dough. On one half of each circle, place 1 tablespoon of mozzarella, 1 tablespoon of drained tomato pieces, ¼ teaspoon of capers, and 1 chopped anchovy, and sprinkle with 1 teaspoon of Romano cheese. Fold the circle over, and completely seal the edges with a fork.

SHKIAFFING IT TOGETHER

In a heavy pot, heat 6 inches of vegetable oil to 350°F on the thermometer. Deep-fry each panzarotti until golden, crispy, and cooked through, 5 to 7 minutes. Place them on paper towels to drain the excess oil.
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As a variation, try stuffing the panzarottis with creamy goat cheese and pitted ripe Bing cherries. Or what about crumbled feta and baby spinach sautéed in garlic and lemon juice? The only ingredient that doesn’t work as a stuffing is oil, so make sure you seal these babies tight.
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frittelle

“Frittelle” — Italian donuts. Wherever there’s homemade pizza, there’s frittelle. Why? Well, Italians are so cheap that they won’t let an ’80s hair style go to waste, never mind pizza dough. So the leftover dough is fried, and traditionally served with sugar for dipping. But we’re taking it to the next level and also serving it up with chocolate nougat fondue.

servings: 12 frittelle | easy



GROCERY LIST

• ½ cup chopped bittersweet chocolate

•  2 cups chopped Toblerone candy

• ½ cup half & half

• canola oil, for deep-frying

• 1 batch pizza dough

• ½ cup raw sugar, for dipping



GEAR

• double boiler

• large heavy pot

• deep-frying thermometer





CHOCOLATE NOUGAT FONDUE

Heat a double boiler over medium heat. Add the bittersweet chocolate, Toblerone, and cream to the top pan. Stir until all the chocolate has melted.

SHKIAFFING IT TOGETHER

Heat 6 inches of canola oil in a large heavy pot to 350°F on the thermometer. Shape the pizza dough into fingers, about 4 inches long and ½ inch thick. Deep-fry in small batches for 4 to 5 minutes, until golden and cooked through. Drain on a wire rack. Serve with a bowl of raw sugar for dipping, and another bowl of the chocolate nougat fondue.
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“For da record, I’m not into ‘Family Pizza Nite’. Why? Because EVERY NITE IS FAMILY NITE at the Panagiotiskoussioulas household! Dat’s right, every single nite we sit down and eat togedder: me, my wife, our baby boy Vasilios, my mother, her mother, my grandfather, my third cousin, my uncle visiting from Mikonos, and his two Pomeranians, *bro …”
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End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 
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